relief of poverty, often more severe in the capital than
anywhere else.
Having to confer on this subject with the Cure of... 5
she called at his house at about five o'clock in the after-
noon and was much surprised to find h*m already at table.
The dear lady, who lived in the Rue du Mont-Blanc,
believed that everyone in Paris dined at sis : she was un-
aware that ecclesiastics in general begin early, because
many of them make a light meal in the evening.
Madame R. . . desired to withdraw, but the Cure
pressed her to stay, either because the matter they had
to discuss was not of a kind to interrupt dinner or be-
cause at such a time a pretty woman is anything but an
interruption ... The table was laid with remarkable taste;
an old wine sparkled in a crystal decanter; the white
porcelain was of the first quality, the dishes kept hot by
boiling water, and a serving-woman, at once canonical
and neatly turned out, was on duty. The repast was nicely
balanced between the frugal and the exquisite. A shrimp
soup had just been removed, and the lady observed on
the table a salmon trout, an omelette, and a salad. . . .
Execution had begun with the trout, of which the fore-
part was under discussion; the sauce betrayed a skilled
hand, and an internal satisfaction began to appear on the
pastor's brow. After this first dish he attacked the ome-
lette, which was round, full-bellied, and cooked to perfec-
tion. At the first stroke of the spoon the pouch gave forth
a thick juice which flattered at once the eye and the nose;
the dish seemed to be full of it and our dear Juliette con-
fessed that her mouth watered.
This movement of sympathy did not escape the Cure,
accustomed as he was to keep guard over the passions of
mankind, and with the air of answering a question which
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